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There was some great cosmic joke to all this, Ralph was pretty sure, and he'd like to raise a middle finger to 
whatever deity was playing it on him. 


Back in the early days, it had been fun and simple and if he could do it all over again, Ralph would've bailed on 
day one. Funny, because meeting Satchel is the only thing Michael would never go back and undo, and Ralph 
doesn't know how to feel about that. 


He won't go to therapy, because he's *not crazy*. He's not. Ralph's been around the block a time or two, he's 
seen guys disappear into the black void of their own hype, and that's not gonna be him. It's not like he thinks 
he's actually Michael. That's not it. Michael is his stage persona, someone he becomes for performances and 


the periods of time around performances, which is to be fair, considerable. But he knows he can shed Michael 


at the end of the day, like a snake shedding skin It's during the times when Michael is *on*, front and center, 
that things get complicated. 


Going back to the early days, Ralph had liked Russ well enough, but more he knew he could work with the guy, 
and by that point he knew that being able to work with someone #and* like them personally wasn't always a 
given. Russ was Mr. Virtuoso Guitar Player, the kind of guy who'd sit down and study hair metal music videos 
to get inspiration on his character and bullshit like that. 


The problem isn't so much with Russ. Russ is a good guy. The problem is more with Satchel. 


He and Russ got some good laughs over how cheesy and homoerotic a lot of the ‘80s hair metal bands were. 
They'd incorporated that, at first, by just singing into the same mic, cheeks touching, bodies fitting together 
comfortably. As Michael and Satchel became full-fledged characters in their own right, they took it and ran 
with it. Michael had so much sexual energy, it was natural he'd express some of it through his guitarist, and 


of course Satchel was the sort of game-for-anything, omnisexual maniac that Russ had never been 


They bickered and bantered and developed an odd sort of possessiveness towards each other. Sometimes, 


Michael needed to stake his claim publicly by thrusting his crotch into Satchel's face. Good clean fun. 


They were doing a show at some no-name club in some no-name town, and Satchel was *fucking shredding®, 
the muscles in his forearms flexing as he gave it his all, poured out this sensational sound right into the 
eardrums of their eager audience, and Michael watched him. A feeling swelled within Michael that was maybe 
the first genuine thing this totally artificial creation had ever known. And the voice inside that was Ralph said, 
Oh, *no* No. 


Now here's the sick part. Ralph is not infrequently happier being Michael than he is being Ralph. He knows Russ 
feels the same way. Michael and Satchel live in the moment. They're raw and needy and all the things Ralph 
and Russ try not to be. He knows how Russ feels because Russ spends as much time as he can *being* 


Satchel and *being with Michael. Sick, huh. 


They played Australia with Marilyn Manson, and meeting that guy was -- ironically -- one of the more 
sobering experiences Ralph had ever had in his life. That's because he'd met Manson before, back in the ‘40s 
when Ralph was still with the Guns and Manson was still known as Brian Warner. But as far as Ralph is 
concerned, meeting Manson in Australia was meeting a whole new guy. There was nothing fucking left of Brian 
Warner in him. His guitarist, Twiggy, his oldest friend (hell, maybe his only friend), even #he* called him 
Manson. His best fucking friend, the only one left from the old days. 


And Ralph had a moment of perfect clarity. He saw how Brian Warner had built this Marilyn Manson persona 
for himself, worn it like armor. But Manson didn't *protect® the fragile Brian Warner within him -- every 
passing day, Brian Warner got smaller and smaller until there was nothing left but the hollow chrysalis of 


Manson. 


Michael Starr wasn't Ralph's alter-ego anymore. He'd become Ralph's armor. 


But armor isn't supposed to think or feel, and while Michael didn't do a whole lot of thinking, he sure made up 
for it in feeling. The feelings flooding through him when he was around Satchel were warmer and more 
addictive than the most seductive liquor Ralph could ever imagine drinking. And this is where the most 
shameful part of all began. 


Ralph -- not as Michael, but as *Ralph* -- actually tried falling in love with Russ. 


So that he could feel that way, all the time. It was shameful and unhealthy and if all of this were a cautionary 
tale about drugs, this is where Ralph would've gone face-down in a pile of cocaine and never lifted his head 
again He wanted the power and warmth of what Michael felt for Satchel, for himself. Synchronization of his 
fantasy and real life. 


It was getting harder and harder to be Russ and Ralph around each other, rather than Michael and Satchel. 
Slipping into their other selves was easy and pleasurable by now. Ralph managed to corner Russ one day, when 


they were dressed as themselves and Russ didn't have Satchel's manic gleam in his eyes. 

Ralph swallowed hard and tried to think of all the reasons he could love Russ. Russ was a good guy, a talented 
musician, smart and funny. He felt like he was trying to talk himself into loving Russ even as he invaded Russ’ 
personal space. Ralph saw when Russ involuntarily flinched away from him. Satchel never did that to Michael. 


What am | doing, thought Ralph. He's got a girlfriend and Im not even into guys He thought about trying to have 


sex with Russ. Goddamn, it was easier to imagine sexing up Travis or Darren. 


| know what you're thinking," Russ said, and Ralph fervently prayed he was wrong. "But it won't work. I've 
thought about it, too. You can't.. force something to be there." 


"I need to be sure," Ralph told him. "I dunno why. But I'd spend my life wondering what if otherwise. You'll 


wonder, too." 


Russ seemed to brace himself. Ralph almost turned back, right there. But he *needed* to know. He leaned in 
and kissed Russ' mouth. He could smell aftershave, and feel the dry brush of lips on lips. *No%*. No no no. 


He jerked back from Russ and stormed off. Truth was, Ralph was only angry with himself. Angry he'd fallen 
into this trap, angry he'd tried and failed -- he *hated* failing. Russ avoided him for the next few days. 


eR 


Michael is onstage. He's rocking out, the crowd is rocking out with him, and best of all, Satchel is there with 
him, back to back, perfect harmony. 


After the show, there's a knock on his dressing room door. 


"Its me, fuckface," Satchel rudely announces. 


They embrace, heated, long kisses that seem to last a thousand years, their cocks pressing together through 
the thin material of their pants. It's the best thing Michael has known in both his lives. 


From the rapturous sounds he's making, Satchel agrees with him. "Me and you," he pants. His adam's apple 
bobs in his throat. "Whatever way you want it. As long as you want it. As long as we got" 


Michael mouths his response into Satchels skin. 


